DANILOV
bed until four strong men could barely hold him down.
Yes, it was real enough, but it should not be, there
should be nothing dark, senseless and evil to torture men.
Danilov returned to the staff coach at the end of the
day. He refused any dinner, he was not hungry, only
tired and upset. He rolled himself a cigarette and lit up,
felt his agitation dying away, and his thoughts clearing.
Science would learn how to deal with this foul illness too,
all in good time, just as it had learned to treat tuber-
culosis, syphilis and gangrene. After all, there were other
people in a worse plight than this shock case. If he
had been given the chance to change places with that
woman who had lost a leg and given birth on the way,
he would probably have thought about it—and refiised,
... And as he recalled the woman, Danilov decided to
visit her.
She was lying there, covered with a quilt, shivering
with cold although it was warm in the coach. The child
was not there—it had been taken to the isolation
compartment.
"How do you feel?" Danilov asked her. Her face was
in the shadow of the upper shelf, only her eyes gleamed.
The lights had not yet been turned on.
"All right."
The voice was husky, cracked. Danilov seated himself
on the corner of the bed opposite her by the feet of the
short-haired blonde who was rolling a cigarette with
great concentration, gathering up the tobacco crumbs
from the quilt with slender, roughened fingers.
"Isn't it bad for you, smoking in here?" Danilov
asked in disapproval, turning to the woman who had
had the child. Her large mouth curved in a smile, and
the fair-haired woman said in an exasperated tone:
"Pm making it for her. She smokes all day long, and
makes me rofl them for her. ... Here!" she added
angrily, holding out the cigarette to the other woman.
"1*11 smoke it later on," she said, and laid the cigar-
ette on the table, while the blonde immediately started
rolling a fresh one. The woman who had given birth
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